6i8                 LETTERS OF T. E. LAWRENCE
not make for myself. The stuff is boring. I'd give it, like a
Dukedom, to anyone who'd accept it. Yours ever T.E, SHAW
I haven't answered your last line 'What is your game really?
Do you never do things because you know you must? Without
wishing or daring to ask too deeply of yourself why you must?
I just can't help it. You see, I'm all smash, inside: and I don't
want to look prosperous or be prosperous, while I know that.
And on the easy level of the other fellows in the R.A.F. I feel
safe: and often I forget that I've ever been different. As time
passes that war and post-war time grows less and less probable,
in my judgment. If I'd been as accomplished as they say, surely
I wouldn't be in the ranks now? Only please don't think it is a
game, just because I laugh at myself and everybody else. That's
Irish, or an attempt to keep sane. It would be so easy and so
restful just to let sanity go and drop into the dark: but that can't
happen while I work and meet simple-hearted people all day long.
However, if you don't see it, I can't explain it. You could write
a good play, over a room-full of Sydney Webbs and Cockerells
asking me 'why'.                                                                 T.E.S.
364:   TO E. M. FORSTER
6/8/28.                                                                            Miranshah
Dear E.M.F., Your wonderful letter about The Mint has given
me about eight readings of unalloyed pleasure, so far. It is a gift
that, of mine, of being able to read so loosely that I can go on
reading a thing for time after time, and enjoy it always. Now I
am going to read it again, time 9.
No, it is properer to write and thank you for it. It is just like
the letter of one writer to another. Marvellous, that you and I
should be on such apparent terms. I looked up to you for years
as a distant but impeccable star. Now you are no further from
me than the thickness of this sheet of notepaper, and my re-
luctance to cover it with black marks . . . and not impeccable,
since I have found your critical judgement partial to my imper-
fections. However perhaps I am your blind spot.
Do not swoon with the eccentricity of this typing. I am doing